AN EMERGENCY EXIT                  23!

exempted from service in the Army owing to flat feet and
valvular disease of the heart. Armed with this document,
which was signed, stamped and sealed with the counterfeit
of the insignia of Military Commandant of Constantinople,
I believed that I could pass in the city without molesta-
tion.

I used to spend my mornings at the docks, hoping to
find someone to take me to Russia, and my evenings with
Young George, in a little hotel in Galata, where some
Christians were wont to assemble in a cellar, planning
revolution.

"We'll crucify the Turks and Germans," said the
proprietor of the hotel, " and eat them in little bits ! "

A bell rang, and he hurried upstairs. On his return, he
explained that a German client had complained that his
beer was not iced. " The sot won't be able to get a cold
drink where I'm going to send him," he said.

"We are starving under the Young Turks," said a
speaker.," I paid half a lira for a small loaf yesterday, and
found a pebble and part of a mouse in it. Down with
Enver and his bloody gang ! Up the Allies ! "

*Araq flowed freely, and sweet Greek brandy.

We unpacked a barrel full of rusty muskets and a case
of curved swords (they looked like theatrical properties
to me) and the proprietor showed us an enormous silk
flag, stitched by the fingers of Christian maidens in order
that it should fly over Aya Sophia on the day when the
Cross should replace the Crescent on its dome.

Enthusiasm is contagious : it was only when I emerged
from this atmosphere of melodrama into the silent streets
that I remembered the strong knees of the Turks.

But my time was not ill spent, for I found amongst
the conspirators several who backed their belief in the